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Tbs Tragedy 

( j^*Alas poore foul e, I enuy not thy glory, 

To feed my humour wifh thy felfe no harme. 

fiut.Glo, NojV/hen he that is my husband now,’ 

Ca me to mc^I followed Henries Courfc, 1 : : 

Whenythe blood was f e at a^ wafht from his hands, 
■Which iflued from- my other angell husband. 

And that dead faint, which then i- weeping followed 
C,when I .fey, l looht on Richards face, 

This, was my wifh, be thou quoth 1 accurft. 
Formating me io .young, f'o old a widdow. 

And when thou vyedft, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife, if any be fo bad nu£) 

As miterable by the death of thee, ^ ' T 

As thouhaft made me by my deare Lords death* 

Io ecenJ can repeate this curfe againe, 

Euen infofhort a fpace, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his honey words. 

And prou’d the fubieft of; mine owne foules curfe x 
Which euer fince hath kept mine eyes from fleepe. 

. For neuer.yet one hourein his bed, 

Hauelinioyed the golden dew of fleepe, 

P»ut haue beene waked by- his timerous dreames* 
o p. Befidesjhe hates me for my father Warvyicke, — 
ho gfuJbr And yVilLfhortly be rid of me. 

Slif Alas poore foulej pity tby complaints. 
iDut .(j/o.No tnore thenfi om my foule I moume for yours. 
Qu .Fare weJ 1 ,t h ou woefulf welc.omer of glory. 
Dut.Glo. A due poore foule tbOimkeft thy leatie of it, 
D. i cr .Go thou to Richmond !.'& good fortune guide thee . 
Go thoq to Richard^rA good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fanftuary, good thoughts poflefle thee, 

I to my graue, where peace and reft iye with me, 
Eyghty old yea-res of fbrrow haUe I feene, ' ’ ' , 

And each hourgs ipy -wrackt with a w'eeke of teene* 

The trumpets found* EnterRiehard Crowned, Backing 
ham,Caieshjy ivstb other Nobles. 

■ Ring* Stand all apart, Goulin of Buckingham, 
C3iue me thy hand. , Here he abends his Throne* 

Thuf 
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yVXnce, King Richard fated . 

« mail we wearethefe honours for a day ? 

JfAi they lafUnd we reioyce in them ? 

0t Ruc Still liue they, and foreuer may they laft. n 

t - o Buckingham now 1 doe play the touen, do J 
^0 trv if thou be currant GoIcTindeed : ' 

Ed#*rd lmesMhinke now w nat I would fay, , 

Buc. Sav on my gracious Soueraigne* . 

jCinp.T by Buckingham , I fay I would J>e King, 

Buc . Why fo you are my thrice renowned Liege, 
Xfre.mi am I King ? tis fb, but gdfpard lmes* - 
Hue* True noble Prince. 


- --- 

King* O bitter confequetice, . , _ . 

That Edward ftill fliould Hue true noble Prince^- 
Coufm thou wert not wont to be lo dull , 
chall tBe plained wifhrthe baftard? dead, n- • yod e 
And I would hausk fuddainly per forma, : . . 

What faieft thou ? fpeake fuddeftly , be bnefc, 

Aw. Your grace may doe your plea lure. 

King, Tut,tut,thou art aUycc, thy kindnefle freezeth 

Say,hauerT thy confent that they fhall die ? A 

Bhc. Giue me Lome breatlvmy lord, > Jotnt. m 

Before I pofltiuely fpeake herein "• ^ • 

I will refolue your grace imediatly. , r f> 

Cat* The King is angry J ,fee J he bites hi$. Up.' fkz . 
King , I will conueflewitli iron witty fooles, ' an 

And vnrefpeaiue Bojjes, mne are for me ' 

That looke into me with conliderate eyes: 

Boy. High reaching Buckingham growes circumfpeS:. 
Ai/, . Lord- • , 

King. Know.ft thou not any Whom corrupting Gold. 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Bj>y. My lord , I know a uncontented Gentleman, ; 
Whofe humble meanes matchf not hisfiaughty mind, 
: Goid w§Te as good astwenty Orators, 

And "will no~aoubt tempt him toany tiurtg.° 

King. W hat is his name .? ' 

Boy, His name my Lord , is TerreL t 



